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in the wall.

the chair in which Priscilla had been
sitting when he left her, his expression
still one of surprise, tinged deeply with
annoyance and regret.

illa moved so that he could
see her, though her face was hidden
from the woman on the divan.
_“I'm here," she said, in a nervous
little voice. ‘It was so warm. There
2 a 'litt.la more air here by the win-
ow.'

The man’s face cleared miraculously,
and he joined her.

“1 was in a beastly funk
—afraid you had gome. You're not
feeling faint, are you? I'll open the
window."

He suited the action to the words;
and as she looked out into the en
Priscilla’s longing for flight swelled to
monumental proportions.

‘1 wonder whether one could get out
that way,” she said.

“Out where?"

“To the street,”

“1 suppose so; but who wants to
get out to the street?”

Truth rushed to her lips.

“I do,” she said with fervor.

He stared blankly at her.

“But, il you want to go away—"

, somewhat stiffly.
An overwhelming desire to ery came
n her. If anything could make
the situation worse, tears would do it;
but she felt them coming. The lump
in her throat was swelling, swelling,

ou know

« her self-control crumpling up lit

by little.
“If you want to go—" rﬁatad the

dfmdedlyuun& man at her side

“Oh, I do, I do!" she urged. The
quiver in her voice caught his ear; and,
.u.;i he looked down .lt: her, heh:.;w wuﬁg-
.hmmmﬁ on her eyelashes. His
be'nﬁd‘ hit penad. Sh;ezlumnot
sn m. & was ap to.
him. He did not understand, but his

rose to meet the appeal.
““There’s some one I want to avoid,”

she explained. “Bome one it w
be dmdfull‘r embarrassing for me to
meet; and if 1 could Iﬁ, out quietly,
through the !;dm— you ﬂu.nk it
! you, t:ul‘% "
ot Sui shepped mu:ﬂhﬁm
man ou e long
French window and looked about him.
% area entrance is around the
other side; but we couldn’t go out there,
anyway. That would look jolly queer.
There must be a garden door somewhere
I've an idea it's around
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but my hands will press to| your father to
h%mw!ﬂmm R
The Amiable Pretenders
’ Continued from previous page
privacy might make the intruders rounding the shrubbcrz corner, they
move on. The Nice Man come came upon a gardener with rose
into the room and was standing beside cuttings. Priscilla stop short with

&_lil.tlc lamation of dismay; but the
ice Man demonstrated the superiorit,
of his sex by a cheerful serenity. He
even stood watching the gardener non-
chalantly for a few moments before
he gaid, in & matter-of-course tone:

“My man, there's a street door
somewhere along here, isn't there?
We'll go out that way to our cab and
avoid the erowd.”

“Yes, sir. Just bevond the pear
trees. I'll unlock it for vou, sir.”

He led the way, unloc the door,
and stood rupect}uﬂy aside. A coin
chan hands.

% k you, sir. You'll be comi
back. I'll leave the door unlocked,
m.ll

Priscills drew a long, exultant breath.
She had excaped. The worst was
over—but was it? ‘Bhe lookeddubiously
at the Nice Man and her exultation
ebbed. They would have
E:od-bye now., He was signali

nsom; but there was a pusz
pression on his face,

“Now, why was he so sure I'd be
coming back that way?" he said

for a
ex-

up past the handsome honest face with
its boyish eyes, to the mop of blond
hair which the wind had ruffled un-

tidﬂ{r.’
“Your hat,” she suggested.

uo I “y!n i

A cloud of distress swept over his
face, accenting the hoyishness,

“What's the matter?” she asked,
“Don't you want to go back?”

“Well, hardly—hardly, BStupid ass
to IW that hat!”

- not go and get it?"

“It won't look well, you know—if
someone should see me—climbing in &
side window.”

“B:::d even if mmmed uh:juldhue
you stop you, you'd only have
to tell who you are and send word to
une'ﬁil the I'unigy. " ;

“That's just it,"” the man began—
and stopped. “That's the last thing
1 could do.”

Once more he checked himself and
stood looking down miserably into the
questioning eyes. At last he squared
his shoulders resolutely.

“There's no use in dodging it. I
ml{nu well explain that I don't want
to into the limelight.
wouldn’t me any good to send my
pame to the family. They wouldn't
know it. They,ve never heard of me.
I don't belong in there. I wasn't
invited."”

to say fi

reﬂectwelﬁ.'. hPrinciIh.'s glance traveled [
e
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Esstern entm'demnt. The Duke's heiress?” he hasarded with a certain

down on mnewspaper roths at
the mouth if he meets one; so there
was no use asking for the interview.
Had to break in as one of the guests
and watch for my chance. Beastly
business, Don't know why any decent
fellow does it; but some way or other
the thing seems different when it's
for your paper, 1
the recciving line and was looking
around for Z— when I saw you, and—
Oh, well, I fell down on the story, but
I knew there was another man waiting
at the train, and he'd the interview
some way or other. meant to look
up m$ man; but it didn't seem worth
while. Nothing seemed worth while

except—There weren't any straw-
ices, all apricot,” he ended, lamely.
man?” Pris-

“You're a newspaj
cil}ayuk'?d, brulhln?;.r

“Not a lord or an earl or anything?”

He ﬁloomi!y disowned the whole
British

eerage.

The girl lsughed—n hysterical little
.I::Ph, full of emiles and tears, and relicf
nerves—a laugh so complex that

the man althgether failed to analyze

L.

Oh, it's too absurd! It's too per-
fectly absurd,” she said, as she turned
and olimbed into the waiting hansom.
The Man stood, staring after her, his
eyes stormy, his jaw set in an ugly

n.
She leaned forward, entreaty in

her ?’u.

“You'll have to get in. I can't
tell you, with the cabman watching
u"

“Into the cab?” He was amased,
incredulous.

“Oh, yes; do, pleass. I'm like the
Ancient Mariner. I simply have to
tell m{ story—but if 1 don't do it very
soon, I won't have the“courage to do
it at all. Do in."

He sprang into the eab. An in-
terested 'i: peered through the sper-
ture in the top and a voice
asked, “ to?"

that he, too, was a rank
outsider; but now a realization that
men have one set ieties for

- §

i1’

1t

to duck t

m%«li,uad bomd?h“:%; -
e was done mas querading
and concealment. ®

“I'm nobody. I'm nothing. I'm
trav with a eg:‘ok'm“ party agd we
are Rta st a i ouse.
nnmbery‘:gae. Badfor]:i Square. will
y;:regtpnuﬂthedﬂvnmukem

She hurled out the dmniT details
with reckless defiance; and, as defiantly,
lifted her head and looked at him—
only to drop the long lashes swiftly
over ner cyes again, after one glimpse
of the face 80 near her own.

“It really was the cabman's fault,”
she quavered in a queer, uncertain
little voice.

“God bless him! I wish I knew
the name of that cabman, I'd like to
mention it in my prayers,” said the
Nice Man, as his closed, gently,
over hers.

Driver Ag{,:lﬂ.‘a
{ dpmonstraie the Bush Car.




